Pericles Prince of "fire. 

Bring me che Sttin Coffin • lay the Babe 
Vpon the Pillow ; hie thee, whiles I fiy 
A prieftly farewell to her : fodafoely, woman. 

z . Sir, we haue a Cheif beneath che hatches, 

Caulkc anti bittumed ready. 

Ter. I chanke thte .-Meriner fay whatcoaft is this ? 

2 . We aie necr (Tharfur. 

Per. Thiihar gentle Marrincr, 

Alter thy courfe for Tyre , w hen cauft tboti reach it ? 

2 . By breake of day, lfthe winde ceafe. 

Per. O make for Thrfus, 

There will I vifite Cleon or the Babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus ; there lie leaue ic 
At carefull nntling : goe the wayes good Mariner, 

He bring the body piefcctly. 

Ex>t. 

Enter Lord C etymon wit h a fern ant, 

Cer . Philemon, hoe. 

. Enter Philemon, 
rbyl. Doth my Lord call ? 

Cer. Get fire and meate for thefe poore men, 

It hath beetle a turbulet and {form / night, 

Ser. I haue bcene in many ^ but fuch a night as this, 
Tiilnow I neare indured. 

Cer , Yonr Mafler will be dead ere you returner 
Thcr’s nothing can be miniftred to nature. 

That can recouer bitn .• giue this to the Pothecary, 

And tell me how it workes. 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

1. Cjent. Good morrow. 

a. Gent. Good morrow to yonr Lordfhip, 

Cer. Geutlemen, why do you ftirre fo early ? 
i. Gent. Sir, pur lodgings Handing bleakevponthc fe* 
Shooke as if the earth did quake : 

The very principles did feeme to rend and all to topple, 
Peur furprize and feare, made me to leaue die houfe. 

3, Gtt, 


P ericlts Prince of Tyro. 

t.Ge»t, That is the caufe wee trouble you fo early. 

Tis not our husbandry. 

CtrsO you fay well. , 

,.<5#*f.ButT much maruaile that your Lordfoip 
Hiuir^ rich attire about you.fhould at theieearly hourfts 
Shake offthe golden dumber ofrepofe i tis moft Hrange 
Nature (hould be fo couuerlant with pain?. 

Being thereto nor compelled. 

Cer. I hold it euer Vevtue and Cunning. 

Were end womens greater ,then Nobleneflc and Riches, 

CartleiTe heyres may the two latter darken and expeut • 

But immortality attends the fotraer. 

Making a man a God t 

tis kno wne, I euer fiudied Phyficke, 

Through which fecrec Art,by turning ore Authority, 

I haue together with my praftife.made familiar 
Tome and to my aide, the beft infu lions that dwels 
In Vegitiucs,in Mettals, Stones : and can (peake of the 

Di(lurb2nces that Nature works, and of hcreures; 

Which doth diuem. a moreeontentin ccurfeot true delight 
Then tsbe thirfty after tottering Honour, 

Or tye my pleasure vp in filkenBags, 

Topieafe che Foole and Death. 

2. GentfPout honour hath through Ephefus , 
poured foorthyour charity, and hudereds call thcmfclucs 
YourCreatures •, who by you hanebeene reftored, 

And not your knowledge, your perfonall paine, 

Butcuen your purfc ftill open,hath built Lord C crimes 
Such ftrong renew tie, as neuer (hall decay. 

Enter two or three with 4 Che)} . 

Str.S o,lift there. 

Cer. What’s that ? 

•&r.$ir,euen now did the fea toffc vP vpon or (hourc 
ThisCheft; tis offomewracke. 

Cer.Setit downe, let v* looke vpon it, 

Geift.Tis like a Coffin, fir. 
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